THE VICTORY OF THE GRAND
DUKE OF MITTENHEIM,

—_— -

BY ANTHONY HOPE,
“The Prisoner of Zeisia,”™ “The Dolly
Dlilogues,™  ete.

duthor of

e

(Caprreizht, 1805, by A, T, Hawkins)

King Rudelf, being in the worst of
Pumors, had declar=d in the presence of all
the court that women were born to plague
men and for no other purpose whatseever
urder heaven., Hearing this discourtecus
gpecch, the Prinecss Osra rose and said
that, for her part, she would go walking
alone by the river outside the city gates,
where she woulil at least be assailed by no
more reproaches, For since she was Irrev-
ocubly determined to live Bnd dle unmar-
ried, of what use or benefit was it Lo trou-
ble hier with embassies, courtings or pro-
posals, either from the Grand Duke of
Mittenheim or anybody else? She was ut-
terly weary of this matter of love, and ner
mand wouid be unchanged, thaugh this new
Buitor were as exalted as the King of
France, as rich as Croesus himself, and as
handsome as the god Apello. She did not
desire a husband, and there was an end of
it. Thes she went out, while the gueen
Bighed and the king fumed, and the cour-
tiers and ladies said to one another tiat
these dissensions made life very uncom-
fortable at Strelsau, the ladies further ad-

He Drew Aside.

ding that he would be a hold man who
married Osia, although doubtless she was
net {1 jooking.

To the vanks of the river outside the
wills than Osra went, and as she went
she seemed to be thluking of nothing at
all in the world, least of all of whom she
might chance to meet there on the banks
of the river, where in those busy hours of
the day few came, Yet there was a strange
rew lizht in her eyes, and there seemed a
new understanding in her mind; and when
a young peasant wife came by, her baby
in her arms, Osra stopped her, and Kkissed
the child and gave money, and then ran
on in unexplained confusion, laughing and
blushing as though she had done something
which she did not wish to be seen. Then
without reason her eyes filled with tears,
but she dashed them away, and burst sud-
denly into singing. And she was still sing-
ing when, from the long grass by the
river's edge, a2 young man sprang up, and,
with a very low bow, drew asile to let her
pass. He had a book in his hand, for he
was & student at the university and came
thers to pursue his learning In peace; his
plain brown clothes spoke of no wealth or
etation, though certainly they set off a
etalwart straizht shape and seemed to
matech well with his bright brown hair and
hazel eves. Very low this young man
bowed, and Osra bent her head. The pace
of her walk slackened, grew quicker, slack-
ened apgein; she was past him, and with a
grent sigh he lay down again. She turned,
he sprang up; she spoke coldly, yet Kindly.

“Sir," sald she, "I cannot but notice that
you lie every day here by the river, with
¥our book, and that you sigh. Tell me
your trouble, and if 1 can I will relieve it.”"

“I am reading, madame,"”” he answered,
“of Helen of Troy, and I am sighing be-
eause she Is deawd.””

“It is an old grief by now,” sald Osra,
smiling. “Will no one serve you but Helen
of Troyv™"

“If 1 wer> a prince,” sald he, “I need
not mourn

“No, sle?"
malame,” he sald, with another

“Farewell, sir.”

“Madame, farewell."

So she went on her way and gaw him no
more till the next day, nor after that till
the rext day, nor after that till the next
day fellowing; and then came an interval
when she saw him not, and the Interval
was no less than twenty-four hours; yet
Elill he read of Helen of Troy, and still
sigked that she was dead, ‘and he no prince.
At last he tempted the longed-for question
from her shy smiling lips.

“Why would you not mourn, sir, If you
were a prinee?’ sald she. “For princes and
princesses have their share of sighs." And
with a very plaintive sigh Osra looked at
the rapid running river, as she waited for
the answer,

“Hecause I would then go to Strelsau,
and so forget her.”

“But you are at Strelcau pow!"" she cried
with wonderful surprise.

“Ah, but I am no prince, madame,” sald

e.
“CCan princes alone—forget In Strelsau?”’
“Hcw should a poor student dare to—

forget in Strelsau?’ And as he spoke he

made hold to step near her and stood close,

looking down into her face. Without a

word she turned and left him, going with a

Btep that seemed to danee through tha

meadow and yet led her to her own cham-

ber, where she could weep In quiet.

“I know it now, I know it now," she
whiz=pered softly that night to the tree
that rose by her window. “Heigh-ho, what
am 1 to do? 1 cannot live; no, and now 1
cannot die. Ah, me, what am I to do? I
wish 1 were a peasant girl, but then per-
haps he would not—Ah, ves, but he would!™
Al her long laugh rippled in triumph
through the night, and blended with the
rustling of the leaves under a summer
Lreeze, and she stretched her white arms
to heaven, imploring the kind God with
srayers that she dared not speak even to

li= pitiful ear.

“Love knows no princesses, my princess,”
It was that the heund as she fled from him
niext day. She should have rebuked him.
But for that she must have staid: and to
stiay she had not darod. Yet she must re-
buke him. She minst ¢ee him again in or-
der to rebuke him. et all this while she
mMust be p redd wilhh the court of the
Grand Dhike of Mittesheim!  And when
she would not name a Gay on which the
ohe ghonld come, the king flew into a
passion and declared that he would himself
Bl Q0 for [t. Was his sister mad, he
askod, that she would o nothing but walk
1 day by the river's hank?

b

ely 1 must be mad,” thought Osra.

no sane being could he at once so
Justful and =0 pltecusly unhappy.”

44 he kiow what it was he asked? He

secmod to know nothing of ft. He ¢Hd not

k ary more now of princesses, only of
= prineess; nor of Osra, save of his heart's
quraen, and when usked love, they

his &

weliedd would refose, and
for refusal. He

» wooed his ndichbor's daughter

1l thas he wooed the sister of King

tiedolf. Wi you leve me? s his ques-
not “Trouzh yvou léve, yet dare v ;;1

ewn your love? He seemed to shut the
whole world from her, leaving nothing but
her and him; and in a world that hetd none

Lut her and him, she conld love, unhlame u,
untroubled and with no trembiling.

“You forget who I am,” she faltered

o

“You ars the of the waorld.”

he answered, i he Kissod her
el she ecould

13 not the first

ad kept
founl

hy her a o
him al=o
1 e eould not tell wheth
Lar nat. For he smiled and vet
111 at enze, like a mnn 1
with fortune, hopla
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sald to her:

“Madame, in a week I return to my own
country."

She looked at him in silence with ilps
Just parted. For her Iife she could net
speak; but the sun grew dark and the river
change:d its merry tune to mournful dirges.

“*So the dream ends,” said he, “So comes
the awakening. But If life were all a
dream!” And his eyes sought hers. *

“Yes,” she whispered, “if life were all a
dream, sir?”

“Then I should dream of two dreamers
whose dream was one and in that dream
I should see them ride together at break
of day from Strelsau.’

“Whither?" she murmured.

“To Parad!se,” sald he. “But the dream
ends, If it did not end—" He paused.

“If it did not end?" a breathless, longing
whisper echoel

“If it did not end now, it should not ¢nd
even wilh death,” said he.

“You sce them in your dream? You see
them riding—"

“Aye, swiftly, side by side, they two
alone, through the morning. None Is near,
nons knows."

He seemued to be searching her face for
something that he scarcely hoped to find.

“And their dream,”” said he, *‘brings
them at last to a small cottage, and theve
they llve—"

“They live?"

“And work,”” he added.
his home while he works.”

" asked Osra, with

“IFor she keeps

“What does she do?
smiling, wondering eyes.

“She gets his food for
comes home weary in the evening,
makes a bright fire, and—"

“Ah, and she runs to meet him at the
door—Oh, further than the door!”

“But she has worked hard and is weary."

him when he
anad

“No, she is not weary,” cried Osra. "It
is for him."
“The wise say this is silly talk,” said

he.

“The wise are fools, then.' cried Osra.

“So the dream would pl:ase you, mad-
ame?" he asked.

She had come not to know how she left
him; somehow, while he still spoke, she
would suddenly escape by flight. He did
not pursue, but let her go. So now she re-
turned to the city, her eyes filled with that
golden dream, and she entered her home a3
though it had been some strange paluce
decked with new magnificence, and she an
alien in It. For her true home seemed now
rather in the cottage of the dream, and she
moved unfamiliarly through the pomp that
had heen hers from birth. Her soul was
gone from it, while her bLody rested there;
and life stopped for her till she saw him
again by the banks of the river.

“In five days now I go,” said he; and he
smiled at her. She hid her face In her
hands. Still he smiled; but suddenly he
sprang forward, for she had sobbed. The
summons had sounded; he was there; and
who could sob agailn when he was there
and his sheltering arm warded away all
grief? She looked up at him with shining
€yved, whispering:

o you go alone?”

A great joy blazed confldently in his eyes
a8 e whispered in apswer:

“I think 1 shall not go alone.”

“*But how, how?""

“I have two horses."

“You! You have two horsa=s?"

“Yes., Is it not riches? Dut we will sell
them when we get Lo the cotlage.'”

“To the cottage! 'Two horses?”

{.’ would I had but oune tor bolih of us.”’

Yoy

“kut we should not go quick enough.'

“No."

He took his hand from her
stood away from her.

“You will not come?" he sald.

“If you doubt of my coming, I will not
come. Ah, do not doubt of my coming.
For there is a great hoard of fears and,
black thoughts beating at the door and you
must not open {t."””

“Aud what can keep it shut, my prin-
cess ™"’

“1 think ¥our arm, my prince,” =ald she;
and she flew to him.

That evenlng King Rudolf swore that If
a man were only firm enough and kept his
temper (which, by the way, the King had
not done, though none dared say so), he
could bring any foolish girl to reason in
good time. For In the softest velce and
with the strangest smile flitting to her face,
the Princess Osra was pleased to bid the
embassy come on the fifth day from then.

“And they shall have their answer then,"”
egald she, flushing and smiling.

“It is as much as any lady could say."”
the court declared; and it was reported
through all Strelsau that the mateh was as
good us made, and that Osra was Lo be
Grand Duchess of Mittenheim.

“She is a sensible girl after all,” erled
Rudolf, all his anger gone.

The dream hegan then, before they came
to the cottuge. Those days she lived in its
golden mists, that shut out all the ecold
world from her, moving through space that
held but one form, and time had stood stiil
waiting for one divine unending moment.
And the embassy drew near to Strelsau.

It was night, the dead of nlght, and all
was still in the palace. But the sentinel
by the little gate was at his post, and the
gate warden stood by the western gate of
the eity. Each was now alune, but to each,
an hour ago, & man had come, stealthily
and silently through the darkness, and each
was richer by & bag of gold than he had
been before. The gold was Osra's—how
should a poor student, whose whole fortune
was two horses, scatter bags of gold? And
other gold Osra had, aye, M crowns.
Would not that be a brave surprige for the
poor student? And she, alone of all awake,
stocd looking round her room, entranced
with the last aspect of It. Over the clty
also she looked, but In the selfishness of
her joy did no more than kiss a hasty
farewell to the good city folk who loved
her. Oree she thought that may be some
day he and she would steai together back
to Strelsau, and, sheltered by some disguise,
watch the king ride in splendor through the
streetz. But If ngt—why, what was Strel-
sau and the people, and the rest? Ah, how
lcng the hours were, before those two
horses stood by the little gate, and the sen-
try and the gate warden earned their bags
of gold? So she passed the hours, the last
lcng lingering hours.

There was a little tavern buried in the
rarrowest, oldest street of the city. Here
the poor student had lodged; here in the
back room a man sat at a table, and two
others stood before him. Theze two seemed
gentlemen, and their air spoke of military
training. They stroked long mustaches and
emiled with an amusement that deference
could not hide, Both were booted and wore
gpurs, and the man sitfing at the table gave
them orders.

“You will meet the embassy,” he 'said to
one, "“about 10 o'clock. Bring it to the
place I have appolnted, and wait there. Dp
not fail."

The officer addressed bowed and retired.
A minute later his horse's hoofs clattered

walst and

The Officer BDowed nnidgRetired.

through the streets. Perhaps he also had
a bag of gold, for the gate warden opened
the western gate for him, and he rode at a
gallop along the river banks, till he reached
tle great woods that stretched to within
ten miles of Strelsau.

“Ar hour after we are gone,'” sald the
man at the table to the other officer, “go
arily, find one of the king's servants and
give him the letter. Give no account of
how you came by it, aud say nothing of
who vou are. All that is necessary Is in
the letter. When you have given It, return
here and remain In close hiding, till you

bear from me again.'”
The second officer bawed. The man at the
lo rose and went out into the strect. He
k his way to where the paizce r . and

then skirted along the wall of its gardens,
till he came to the little gate. Here stoed
s and at their heads a man.
vell, You ean go,” eald the stu-
he was left alene with the horces;
gad horses for a student to pos-
thoug perh crozsed thelr
owrers mind, for he laugied softly as he
looked at them. Then he alzo fe!ll to think-
the hours were long; and & fear
upon him that she would
thesa last hours that
deuhts erept in; and she w. nGt there to
drive them aw Would grent trial
wll? Would she shrink at the last? But
- would not think it of her, and he was

Hng agaln, when the cloek of the cathe-
uck two, and tcld him that no more
n one hoor now parted her from him,
- =he would c¢ome; the princess would

The

SLES,

come to him, the student, led by the vision
of that cottage in the dream.

Would she come? Bhe would come; she
had risen from her knees and moved to and
fro, In cautious silence, making her last
preparations. She had written a word of
love for the brother she loved—for some
day, of course, Rudolf would forgive her—
and she had ready all that she took with
her, the five hundred crowns, one ring that
she would give her lover, some clothes to
serve till his loving labor furnished more.
That night she had wept, and she had laugh-
ed; hut now she neither wept nor laughed;
but there was a great pride in her face and
galt. And she opened the door of her room
and walked down the great staircase, under
the eyes of crowned kings who hung framed
upon the walls. And as she went she seem-
ed Indeed thelr daughter. For her head
wis erect and her eye set firm In haughty
dignity. Who dared to say that she did any-
thing that a king's daughter should not ¢o?
Skculd not a woman love? Love should be
her diadem. And so with this proud step
she came through the gardens of the palace,
looking neither to right nor left, nor te-
kind, but with her face set straight for the
little gate; and she walked as she had been
accustomed to walk, when all Strelsau look-
ed on her and hailed her as its glory and its
darling.

The sentry slept, or seemed to sleep. Her
face was not even veiled when she opened
the little gate; she would not veil her proud
face; it was his to look on now when he
would; and thus she stood for an instant
in the_ gateway, while he sprang to her, and,
kney.lmg. carried her hand to his lips.

“You =zre come?' he cried, for though
he had believed, yet he wondered.

“I am come?' she smiled. “Is not the
word of a princess sure? Ah, how could
I not come?” .

“See, love,” sald he, rising, “day dawns
::Er_(_)yal purple for you, and goliden love for

“The purple is for my king and the love
for me,” she whispered, as he led her to
her horse. “Your fortun.!’ sa*i she,pointing
to them. "But 1 also have brought a dowry
—fancy, X crowns!” and her mirth and
happiness burst out in a laugh. It was so
deliciously little—500 crowns!
hshe wuas mounted now, and he stood hy

er.

“\}‘lll you turn back?" he said.

““You shall not make me angry," said she.
“Come, mount.”

“Aye, I must mount,” said he. “For if
we were found here the king would kill me."”

For the first time the peril of thejr en-
terprise seemed (o strike into her mind and
turned her cheek pale.

“Ah, I forgot! In my happiness I forgot.
Mount, mount! Oh, if he found you!"

He mounted. Once they clasped hands;
th_-.er! they rode swiftly for the western gate.

Veil your face,” he sald, and since he
bade her, she obeyed, saying:

"‘llut_ I can see you through the vell.”

The gate stood open, and the ga#e-warden
was not there. They were out of the city,
the morning air blew <old and pure tiom the
meadows from the river. The horses
stretched into an eager gallop. And Osra
tore her vell from her face and turned on
him eyes of radiant triumph.

“It Is done,” she cried, “it Is done.™

“Yes, it is done, my princess,” said he.

“And—and it Is begun, my prince,” said
she. 3
“Yes, and it is begun,” said he,

Bhe laugked aloud in absolute joy, and
for a moment he also laughed.

But then his face grew grave, and he sald:

“1 pray you may never grieve for it."”

She looked at him with eycs wide in won-
der; for an instant she seemed puzzled; but
then she fell again to laughing.

“Grieve for it!" gaid she,
merry laughs,

King Rudolf was a man who lay late in
the morning, and he was not well pleased
to be roused when the clock had but just
struck four. Yet he sat up in his ved,
teadily enough, for he imagined that the
embussy from the grand duke of Mitten-
heim must be nearer than he had thought,
and, sooner than fail in ary ecourtesy
toward the prince, whose alllance he ar-
dently desired, he was ready to submit to
much Inconvenience. But his astonish-
ment was great, when, Instead of any tid-
Ings from the embassy, one of his gentle-
men handed him a letter, saving that n
servant had received it from a stranger
with instructions to carry {t at once to the
King; when asked if any answer was de-
gired from his majesty, the stranger had
answered, “Not through me,” and at once
turned away and quickly disappeared. The
king, with a peevish oath at having bem
roused for such a trifle, broke the seal and
fastenings of the letter and opened it, and
he read:

“Sire—Your sister does not wait for the
embassy, but cheoses her own lover; she
has met a student of the universily every
day for the last three weeks by the river
bank." (The king started.) “This morning
she has fled with him on horseback along
the western road. If you desire a stud=nt
for a brother-in-law, slesp azaln; If not, wp
and ride. Do not douht thesz tidings.'

There was no signature to the letter;
yet the king, knowing his sister, cried:

“See whether the princess Is in the pal-
ace, And, in the meanwhile, =zadidle my
horse, and let a dozen of the guurd te at
the gate.'" |

The princess was not in the palace, but
her woman found the letter that she had
left and brought it to the king. And the
king read: “Hrother, whom I love best of
all men in the world save one, You will
not forgive me now, but soms day forgive
me., Nay, it is not 1 who have done it, but

hetween her

my love, which is bhraver than I. He is the
sweetest genlleman alive, brother, and
therefore he must be my lord. Let me go,
but still love me. Osra."”

“It is true,” said the king. *“And the
embassy will be here today.” And for a

moment he seemed dazad. Yet he spoke
nothing to anybody of what the letters
contained, but sent word to the gqueen's
apartments that he went riding for pleas-
ure. And he took his sword and his pis-
tols; for he swore that by his own hand
anid that of no other man this sweetest
gentleman alive should meet his death.
But all, knowing that the princess wuas
not in the palace, guessed that the king's
sudden haste concerned her; and great
wonder and speculation rose in the palace,
and presently, as the morning advanced,
spread from the palace to 1ts environs and

from the environs to the rest of the
city. For 1t was reported that a sen-
tinel that had stood guard that night
was missing, and that a mysterious

letter had come by an unknown kand to
the king, and lastly, the Prin-ess Osra—
their princess—was gone, whether by her
own will or by some Lold plot of seizure
and kidnaping, none knew. Thus a great
stir grew In all Strelsau, and men stood
about the streets gossiping when they
should have gone to work, while women
chattered in lieu of sweeping their houses
and dressing their children. So that when
the king rode out of (he court yard of the
palace at a gallop, with twelve ef the
guard behind him, he could hardly make
his way through the streets, lor the peo-
ple who crowded round Lim, imploring
him to tell them where the princess was.
When the king saw that the matter had
thus become public, his wrath was greater
slill, and he swore again that the student
of the university should pay the price of
life for his morning ride with the princess.
And when he davted through the gate and
set his horse straiziat zlong the western
road, many of the neople, negiecting all
thelr husiness as folk will for exceltement's
eake, followed him as hest tney could,
egog tn see the thing to its end.

“The horses are weary,' sald the student
to the princ:ss; “we must let them rest;
we are now in the shelter of the wood.”

“Hut my brother may pursue you,” she
urged; “and if he came up with you—ah,
hezven forbid!™

“He will not know you hkave gone for
another thres itours,” smiled he. "“And here
iz a zreen bank where we can rest.”

So he aided her to dismount; then, saying
he would tether the horses, he led them
away some distance, so that she could Mot
see where he had posted them:; and he re-
turned to her, smiling still. Then he took
from his pocket some bread, and, breaking
the loarl in two, gave her ene half, saying:

“Thiere Is a spring just here; =o we shall
have a good breakfast.”

“Iz this your breakfast?’ she asked with
& wondering laugh. Then ske bezan to eat,
and eried directly:

“How delicious this bread is!
have nothing else for breakfast,”
this the student laughed.

Yet Osra ate little of the bread she liked
=0 well; and presently she leined agalnst
ber lover's shoulder, and he put his arm
around her; and they =sat for a little while
in silence lstening to the seft sounds that
fille:sl1 the waking woods as day grew to
fullness and the sun beat warm through
the sheltering foliage.

“Don't you hear the trees?” Osra whis-
pered to her lover. “Don’t you hear them?
They are whispering for me what I dare
not whisper.'”

T would
and at

“What 1s it they whisper, sweet?" he
asked; and te himself did no more than
whisper.

“"The treez whisper, ‘Love, love, love!
And the wind—don't you hear the wind
murmuring, ‘Love, love, love? and the
birds sing, ‘Love, love, love." Ava. all the
world teday Is softly whispering, ‘Love,
love, love! What else <hould the great

world whizper but my Jlove? For my love
iz greator than the world.” And she se-
curely hid her face in her kands; and he

could kiss no more thﬂtlhpr hands; though
her eyes gleamed at m from between
slim white fingers.

But suddenly her hantls dropped and she
leaned forward as tho she listened.

*“What 18 that soung she asked, ap-
prehension dawning in her eyes.

“It is but another wh y leve!” said he.

*“Nay, but it sounds e like—ah, like
the roise of horses galloping.'

“It 18 but the stream, beating over
stones.” £

“Listen, listen, listen!] ai!e cried, spring-
ing to her feet. “They are horses’ hoofs,
Ah, merciful God, it is ghe king!” And she
caught him by the hand and pulled him to
his feet, looking at him with a face pale
and alarmed.

“Not the king,” said he, “he would not
know yet. It is some ope-else. Hide your
face, dear lady, and all will be well.”

“It is the king,'" she_.cried, “Hark how
they gallop on the road! It is my brother.
Love, he will kill you, love, he will kill
you, love, he will kill you.”

“If it is the king,"” said he, “I have been
betrayed.”

“The horses, the horses!" she cried. “By
your love for me, ithe horzes!”

He ncdded his head, and, turning, disap-
peared among the trees. She stood with
clasped hands, heaving breast and fearful
eyes, awaiting his return. Minutes passed
and he came not. She flung herzelf on her
krees, beseeching heaven for his life. At
last he came along alone, and he bent over
her, taking her hand.

“My love,” said he, “the horses are gone."”

“Gore!" she crled, gripping his hand.

“Aye. This love, my love, Is a wonderful
tring. For I forgot to tle them, amd they
are gene. Yet what matter? For the king
—yes, sweet, I think new it is the king—
will not be here fcr some minutes yet, and
those minutes I have still for love and life.”

“He will kill you," she said.

“Yes,” said he.

8he looked long In his eyes; then she
threw her arms about his neck, and, for
the first time unasked. covered his face
with Kisses.

“Klss me, kiss me,” sald she; and he
kissed her. Then she drew back a little,
but took his arm and set It round her
waist. And she drew a little knife from her
girdle, and showed it him.

“If the king will not pardon us and let us
love one another, T also will die,” =ald she;

and her volce was quiet and happy. “In-
deed, my love, I should not grieve. Ah, do
rot tell me to live without you!"

“Would you obey?” he asked.

“Not in that,” said she.

And thus they stood silent, while the
sound of the hoofs drew very near. But

she looked up at him and he looked at her;
then she looked at the point of the little
dagger, and she whispered:

“Keep your arm rcund me till T die.”

He bent his head and kissed her once
again, saying:

“My princess, it is enough.”

And she, though she did not know why
he smiled, yet smiled back at him. For, al-
though life was sweetl that day, vet such a
death, with him and to prove her love for
him, seemed well nigh as sweet. And thus
they awaited the coming of the king.

King Rudolf and hiz guards far
stripped the people who pursued them
from the city, and when they ca:me to the
skirts of the woed, they divided themselves
into four parties, since, if they went all to-
Zether, they might easily miss the fugi-
tives whom they sought. Of these four
parties, one found noiting, another found
the two horses which the student himself,
who had hidden them, failed 1o find; the
third party had not gone far hefore they
caught sight of the lovers, though the lov-
ers did not see them; and two of them re-
mained to wateh, and, if need be, to inter-
cept any attempted flight, while the third
rode off to find the king and bring him

where Os-a and the student were, as he
had commande:l.
But the fourth party,

with which the

king was, though it did not find the fugi-
tives, found the embassy from the Grand
Duke of Mittenheim; and the ambassador,
with all his train, was resting by the road-
side, seeming In no haste at all to reach
Strelsau. When the king suddenly rode up
at great speed and came upon the embassy
an officer that stood by the ambassador,
whose name was Count Sergius of An-
theim, stooped down and whispered in his
excellency's ear, upon which he rose and
advanced toward the king, uncovered his
head and bewing profoundly; for he chose
to assume that the king had ridden to
meet him out of excesslve graciousness and
courtesy toward the grand duke; 80 that he
began, to the impatient king's Infinite an-
noyance, to make a very long and stately
speech, assuring his majesty of the great
hope and joy with which his master await-
ed the result of the embassy, for. said he,
gsince the king was so zealous in his cause,
his master could not bring himself to doubt
of success, and, therefcre, most contidently
looked to win for his bride the most exalt-
ed ard lovely lady In the world, the peer-
lees Princess Osra, the glory of the court
of Strelsau, and the brightest jewel In the
crown of the king, her brother. And hav-
ing brought this period to a prosperous
conclusion, Count Sergius took breath and
began another that promiced to be fully as
magnificent and not a whit less long. So
that, before It was well started, the king
smote his 1.and on his thigh and roared:

“Heavens, man, while you're making
speeches that rascal is carrying off my
siater!"

Count Sergius, who was an elderly man,
of handsome presence and grent dignity.
being thus rudely and strangely interrupt-
ed, showed great astonishment and of-
fense; but the officer hy him covered his
mouth with bis hand to hide a smile. For
the moment that the king had spoken these
impetuous words he was himself over-
whelmed with confusion; for the last thing
that he wished the grand duke's ambassa-
dor to know was that the princess, whom
his master courted, had run away that
morning with a student of the University
of Strelsau. Accordingly he began, very
hastily and with more regard for prudence
thar for truth, to tell Count Sergius how a
noted and bold crimlnal had that morning
swooped down on the princess as she rode
unattend«d outslde the city and carried her
off; which seemed to the ambassador a
very strange story. But the king told it
with great fervor, and he besought the
count to scatter hiz attendants all through
the wond and seek the rebber; yet he
charged them not to kill the man them-
selves, but to keep him till he came. “For
I have sworn to kill himw with my own
hand," he cried. ——

Now, Count Sergius, however much as-
tonlshed he might be, couldsdo nothing but
accede to the King's request, and he sent
off all his men to scour the woods, and,
mounting his horse, himsel set off with
them, showing great zeal jn the king's serv-
ice, but still thinking the®kinzg's story a
very strange one. Thus-i] king was left
alone with his two gudrd® and with the
officer who had smiled, == &

“Will you mnot go alsoy sir?’ asked the
king. T

But at this moment a man galloped up at
‘a furious speed, crying:

“We have found them, air, we have found
them!” A

“Then he hasn't five*minutes to llve!”
eried the king in fierce joy, and he lugged
out his sword, adding, *“The moment I set
my eyes on him I will kill him, There is
no need for words between me and him.”

At this speech the face. of the officer
grew suddenly grave and alarmeéd; and he
put spurs to his horse and hastened after
the king, who had at.gonce dashed away in
the direction In which the man had pointed,
but the king had gut a start and kept 1t,
so that the officer seemed terrvibly fright-
ened, and muttered to himself:

“Heaven send that he does not kill him
before he knows!" And he added some
very impatient words concerning the fol-
;11-3 of princes and above all of Princes in
SV,

out-

Thus while the ambassador and his men
searched high and low for the noted rob-
ber, and the king's men hunted for the
student of the university, the king, fol-
lowed by two of hia guard at a distance of
about fifty yards (for his horse was better
than theirs), came straight to where Osra
and her lover stood together! and a few
yards behind the guards came the officer;
and he also had by now drawn his sword.
But he rode so eagerly that he overtook
and passed the king's guards, and got
within thirty yards of the king by the
time that the king was within twenty yards
of the lovers, But the king let him get no
nearer, for he put his spurs again into his
horse's side,and the horse bounded forward,
while the king cried furiously to his sister,
“Stand away from him!” The princess did
not heed, but stood in front of her lover
(for the student was wholly unarmed)
holding up the little dagger in her hand.
The king laughed scornfully and angrily,
thinking ‘that Osra menaced him with the
weapon and not supposing that it was
herself for whom she destined it. And,
having reached them, the king leapt from
his horse and ran at them, with his sword
raised to strlke. Osra gave a cry of ter-
ror. “Mercy!” she ecrled. “Mercy!”" But
the king had no thought of mercy, and he
would certainly then and there have killed
her lover had not the officer, gaining a mo-
ment's time by the King's dismounting, at
this very instant come galloping up; and,
there being no time for any explanation, he
leant from his saddle and dashed Ly, and,
putting out his hand, snatchcd the king's
sword away from him just as the King was
about to thrust it through nls slster’s lover.

But the officer's horse was going so furi-
ously that he could not stop it for hard on
forty yvards, and he narrowly escapad split-
ting his head against a great bough that
hung low across the grassy path: and he
dropped first his own sword and then the
king's; but at last he brought the horse to
a standstill, and, leaping down, ran back
toward where the swords lay. But at the
moment the king also ran toward them, for
the fury that he had heen in hefore was os
nothing to that which now-possessed him.
After his sword was snatched frem him he
stood In speechless anger for a Tull minute,
but then he had turned to pursue the man
who had dared to treat him with such in-
sult; and now, in his desire to be at the of-
ficer, he had come very near to lorgetting
the student, Just as the oilicer ecame Lo
where the king's sword lay, and pleked it
up, the king, in his turn, reached the offi-
cer's sword and picked up that. The king
came with a rush at the officer, who, Feeln’a
that the king was likely to kill him or he the
king, if he stood his grourd, turned tail and
sped away at the top of his specd through
the forest; but as he went, thinking that the
time had come for plain speaking, he looked
back over his shoulder and shoTited:

“Slre, it's the grand duke himself!"

The king stopped short in sudden amaze-
ment.

“Is the man mad?®”
the grand duke?”

he asked. “Who is

“It's the zrand duke, sire, who Iz with
the princess, and you would have Killed
him if 1T had not snateched your sword,

=aid the officer, nnd hs also came to a halt,
but he kept a very wary eve on King Ru-
dolf.

[ should certainly have killed him, let
him be who he will,"” =aid the king. “But
why do you call him the grand duke?"

The officer very cautionsly approached the
king, and, seeirg that the King made no
threatening motion, he at last trusted him-
zelf so0 close that he could speak to the
king in a very low voice, and what he said
seemed to astonish, please and amuse the
king immengaly. For he clapped the officer
on the back, laughed heartily, and eried:

“A pretty trick! On my life, a pretty
trick."

Now Osra and her lover had net heard
what the otficer had shouted to the King,
and when Osra saw her brother returning
from among the trees alone and with his

sword, she still suppoesed that her lover
must die; and she turned and flung her
arms around his neck and clung to him for
a moment, Kissing him. Then she faced
the king, with a smile on her face and the
little dagger in her hand. But the king
came up, wearing a scornful smile, and he
asked her:

“What Is the dagger for, my willful sis-
ter?""

“For me, if yvou kill him,” said she.

“*You would kill yourself, then, if 1
him?"*
i“il‘?:oum not live a moment after he was
dead.

“Faith, It is wonderful!" said the king
with a shrug. *“‘Then, plainly, if you can-
net live without him you must live with
him. He i3 to e your husband, not mine.
Therefore, take him if yvou will."”

When Osra heard this, which, indeed, for
joy and wonder she could hardly believe,
ghe dropped her knife and, running for-
ward, fell on her knees before her brother
and, catching his hand, she covered It
with Kisses, and her tears mingled with
her kisses. But the king let her go on,
and stood over her, laughing and looking
at the student. Presently the student be-
gan to laugh also, and he had just ad-
vanced a step toward King Rudolf, when
Count Sergius of Antheim, the grand
duke’s ambassador, came out from among
the trees, rlding hotly and with great zeal
after the noted robher., But no sooner did
the count see the student than he stopped
his horse, leapt down with a ery of won-
der, and running up to the student, bowed
very low and kissed his hand. So that
when Osra looked arcund from her kissing
of her brother's hand, she behell the grand
duke’s ambassador kissing the hand of her
lover. She sprang to her feet in wonder.

“Who are you?" she cried to the student,
‘:iuunlng in between him and the ambassa-
or.

“Your lover and =ervant,” said he.

“And besides?" she sald.

“Why, In & month, your hushand,” laugh-
ed the king, taking her lover by the hand.

He clasped the king's hand, but turned
at once to her, and said, humbly:

“Alas, 1 have no cottage!”

“Who are you?’ she whispered to him.

“The man for whom you were ready to
dle, my prmcess, 1s it not enough?™

“Yes, it is cnough,” =aid she, and she
did not repeat her guestion. But the king,
with a short laugh, turned on his heel,
and took Count Sergius by the arm anid
walked off with him; and presently they
met the ofticer and learnt fully how the
grand duke had come to Strelsau and how
he had contrived to woo and win the Prin-
cess Osra, and lnally to carry her off from
the palace.

It was an hour later when the whaole of
the two companies, that of the king and
that of the ambassador, were all gathered
together again, and had heard the story:
50 thal when the king went to where Osra
and the grand duke walked together among
the trees, and, taking each by a hand, led
them out, they were greeted with a great
cheer, and they mounted their horses,
whicih the grand duke row found without
any difliculty, although when the need of
them seemed far greater the student could
not contrive to come upon them, and the
whole company rode together out of the
wood and along the road towards Strelsau,
the king being full of jokes and hugely de-
lighted with a trick that suited his merry
fancy. But before they had ridden far,
they met the great crowd which had come
out from Strel=au to learn what had hap-
pened to the Princess Osra. And the king
cried out that the grand duke was to marry
the princess, while his guards who had
been with him, and the ambassador's peo-
ple spread themselves among the crowil
and told the story; and when they heard it,
the Strelsau folk were nearly beside them-
selves with amusement and delight, auil
thronged round Osia, kissing her hands
and blessing her. But the king drgw back
and let her and the grand duke ride alone
together, while he followed with Count
Herglus. Thus. moving at a very slow pace
they came in the forencon to Streisau; Lut
someone had galloped on ahead with the
news, and the cathedral bells had been sct
ringing, the streets were full, and the whole
city given over to excitement and rejole-
ing. All the men were that day In love
with Princess Osra, and, what is more,
they told their sweethearts so; and these
found no other revenge than to blow kisses
and fling flowers at the grand duke ss he
rode past with Osra by his side, Thus they
came back to the palace whenca they had
fled in the early gleams oi that mosning's
light.

killed

It was evening and the moon rose fair
and clear over Strelsau. In the streets
there were sounds of ‘merriment and re-
joicing; for every house was bright with
light, and the king had sent out meat and
wine for every soul in the city that none
might be sad or hungry or thirsty in all
the clty that night; so that there was no
small uproar. The king himself sat in his
armchair, toasting the bhride and bride-
groom in company with Count Sergius of
Antheim, whose dignity, somewhat wound-
ed by the trick his master had played upon
him, was healing graciously under the baim
nf King Rudolf's graclousness. And the
king sald to Count Serglus:

“My lord, were you ever in love?’

“I was, sire,” said the count.

“So was I,”" said the king. “Was it with
the countess, my lord?”

Ccunt Sergius' eyes twinkled demurely;
but he answered:

“1 take it, sire, that it must have been
with the eountevs.”

“And T take it."” sald the king, "“that It
must have heen with the queen.”

Then they both laughed; and then they
both sighed; and the king, touching the
count’s elbow, pointed out to the terrace

Oae of His Genflemen Handed Him n
Letter.

of the palace, on to which the room where
they were opened. For Prineess Osra and
her lover were walking up and down to-
gether on this terrace. And the two
shrugged their shoulders smiling.

“With him,"” remarked the king, It will
nave been with—"

“The countess, gire,” discreeily interrupt-
ed Count Sergiusg of Antheim,

“Why, yes the countess,” eald the king,
ard, with a laugh, they turned back to
their wine.

hut the two on the terrace also talked.

“I do mot understand it,” said Princess
Osra. “For on the firzst day I loved you,
and on the second I loved yvou, and on the
third and the fourth, and every day I loved
yeu. Yet the first day was not like the sec-
ond, nor the secomd likke the third, nor any
day like any other. And today, again, is
unlike them all. 1s luve so various and full
o1 changes?"

“Is it not?" he asked with a smile. “For
wlhile you were with the queen, talking of 1
krow not what——"

“Nor I, indeed,” saild Osra hastily.

“1 was with the king, and he, saying that
fecrewarned was forearmed. told me very
strange and pretty stories; of some a report
had reached me before—"'

“And vet you came to Strelsau?”

“While of others 1 had not heard.”

“Or you would not have come to Strel-
sau?"”

The grangd duke, not heeding these gues-
tions, proceeded to his conclosion:

“Love therefore,” said he,*is very various.
For M. de Mercsailles—""

“These are old stories,” cried Osra, pre-
tending Lo stop her ears.

“Loved in one way, and Stephen the
smith in another, and—the miller of Hof-
bau in a third.”

“I think,"” =ald Osra, “that T have forgot-
ten the miller of Hofbau. But can one
Leart love in many different ways? I know
that different men love difierently.”

“But cannot one heart love in different
ways?" he smiled.

“May be,”" said Osra, thoughtfully, “one
heart can have loved.” But then she sud-
denly looked up at him with a mischievous
sparkle in her eyes. “"No, no,”" she cried,
“It was not love, It was—"

“What was it?"

“The courtiers entertained me till the
kirg came,”” she sald with a blushing
lnugh. And locking up at him again she
whispered. “Yet 1 am glad that you lin-
gered for a little.”

At this moment she saw the king come
out on the terrace; and with him was the
’ishop of Modenstein; and after the bishop
had been presented 1o the grand duke, the
king bezxan to talk with the grand duke,
while the Lishop Kissed Osra’s hand and
wished her joy.

“Madame,” gald he, “once you asked me
if 1 could make you understand what love
was. I take it you have no need for my
lessons now. Your teacher has come.”

“Yes, he has come,” she said gently, look-
ing on the bishop with great friendliness.
“But tell me, will he alwaye love me?”

“Sureiy he will,”" answercd the bishop.

“And tell me,” said Osra, “shall I always
love him?"

“Surely,” sald the bishop agaln most
courteously. “*Yet, Indeed, madame,” he con-
tinued, *it wouid seem almost enough to
azk of heaven to love now and now to be
loved. For the years roll om, and youth
goes, and even the most incomparable beau-
ty will yield its bfossoms when the season
wanes; yet that sweet memory may ever
be fresh and young, a thing a man can car-
ry to his grave and raise as her best monu-
ment on his lady’s tomb.” 5

“Ah, you speak well of love," said she.
“I marvel that you speak so well of love.
For it Is as you say; and today in the wood
it scemed to me that 1 had lived enough,
and that even reath was but love's ser-
vant as life is, both purposed solely for his
better ornament.” E

“Men have died because they loved you,
n-adame, and some yet live who love you,
said the bhishop.

“And shall 1 grieve for both, my lord—or
for which?”

“For neither, madame, for the dead have
gained peace, and they who live have es-
caped forgetfulness.”

“But would they not be happler for for-

etting?"

. 51 | \13 not think =0, sald the hishop, and,
bowing low to her again, he stood back, for
he saw the king approaching with the grand
duke, and the king took him by the arm
and walked on with him, but Osra’s face
Jost the brief pensiveness that had come
upon it as she talked with the bishop, and.
turning to her lover, she stretched out her
hands to him, saying:

“I wish there was a eottage, and that yon
worked for bread, while 1 made ready for
vou at the cottage, and then ran far, far,
far, down the road to watch and wait for
your coming.”

“Since a cottage was not too small, a
palace will not be too large,” sald he, catch-
ing her in his arms.

Thus the heart of Princess Osra found its
haven and its rest, for a muonth later she
was married to the grand Jduke of Mitten-
heim In the Cathedral of Strelsaw, having
utterly refused to take any other place for
her wedding, And aga'n she and he rode
forth together through the western gate,
and the king rode with him on thelr way
till they came to the woods. Here he
paused and all the crowd that accompanied
him stopped adso, and they all waited till
the somber depths of the glades hid Osra
and ber lover from their sight. Theq, leav-
ing them thus riding together to thelr hap-
piness, the people returned home, sad for
the loss of their darling princess. But, for
consolation and that thelr minds might less
eel her loss, they had her name often on
thelr lips, and the poets and story tellers
composed very many stories about her, not
grounded on fact, as are those which have
becn here set forth, but the fabrie of |
imaginings, wiought to please the faney of
lovers or to wake the memories of older
folk. So that, Il a stranger goes now o
Strelsan, he may be pardoned i it seem o

him that all mankind was in love with
Princess Osra. Nay, and thesz stories so
pasa all fadr bounds that If you listen to

them you wounld come near o belleving that
the princess al=o had found some love for

all the men who had given her thelr I

Thus, to many she is less o woman t

ence lived and breathefl than some s

image under whose name they Tondly
1

1t virtues and echarm f her T
jove hest, each muan toning for
[ from Ris ht 1 miodel heg

whom he calls his p 2. Yet it may be
ithat for some of them who so truly
cart had a moment’s tenide
I tell all the short-lived
rume and go, the prompit 3
rings of a vagrant Inclinat!

waould pry tov ¢iosely into
ters? May we not mo: ]
thanks to heaven that the thing is
Tror surcly it makes greatly for the
of joy and entertainment In the wor 1
of courtesy and tenderness, that ti |
of Priicess Usia—or of what lady y |
chsose, i culi by bher name—shouid |

7 MUNYONS -
Gmhi)ﬁqm For Humanity.

Stop Klll-lnx' = -
ous Doits : Drug
Munyon'™ . Guide to Health and Care
Yourself With a Harmless 25-Cent
Remedy — Positive and Permanent
Cures for COntarrh, Rheumatinm,
Dyspepsin, Liver and Kiduey Trou-
bles aad All Special Blood and Nerve
ous Diseasen. * =

ruelf With Danger

et

Why pay big doctor bills to have yoar constitu-
tlon ruined by old-fasbloned doses of wercary,
morphine and quinine? Wiy pot try a Zi-cent
bottle of Munyon's Homoeopathle Home Remelles?
They are abeolutely harmless aml contain positive
cures for the most obstlonte diseascs. A sepurate
specifie for eachi disease.  Sold Ly all drugglsta,

Munyco's Rhemratism Cure never fails to relieve
:'r;ol to 3 bours and cures In a few daye. Price,

Munyor's Dyspepsin Cure Is guarantecd 1o cure
all forms of Iuligestion and stomach troubles.
I'rice, 20,

Munyon's Catarth Cure soothes and honls the
affiicted parts and restores them to bealth, Neo
Tullure. Price, 25e.

Speclally suceessful cares for nervous debiitty, all
vervous dizeascs, spocitie blood amd skin troutiles.
Liver, Kidoey and Bladder troulles, Fewale Wenk-
ness, Plles and Neoralgia quickly eured.

Personal letters to Prof. Munyon, 1505 Arch
street, Philndeiphia, Pa., answersed with fne mcdl-
enl advice for any disense,

= ————

flutter In pretty hesitation here and there
and to and fro a little, Lefore it flies on &
straight swift wing to its destined and de-
sired home. And if you be not the prince
for your princess, why, sir, your case is a
sad one. Yet there have been many such,
and still there is laughter as well ag lears
in the tune to which the world spins round.

But still a ruby kiandles in the vine

Apd many & garden by the water blows,

Wear your willow, then, as the Marquis
de Merosailles wore his—lightly and yet
most courteously—or wear It as some say
the Bishop of Modenstein wore one, with
coura.?e and self-mastery, That is, it
wear it you must. Yeu remembe
miller of Hofbau thought? S

—

SHE WAXTED TO SEE IT.

A Child’s Amuxing Idea of What -
Birthday Is.
Frem the Chicago Post.

She Is a little mixed on the subject of
birthdays. 1In a genernl way she realizes
that a birthday is a hundy thing to have
around the house, but that is as far ss she
has reasoned it out. Her third birthday
arrived on schedule time Thursday, and
she was duly apprised of the fact that it
was coming by hker two elder brothers.
They told her abeut it 2 week or two be-
horehand. They also speculated a good
deal as to what she would reccive, and
perhaps it was excvusable for her to become
somewhat bewlldered.

“Ith I goin’ to have a bi'thday?"
asked her :nother when first told of it

“Yes, dear,” was the reply.

“When ?"*

“Next Thursday.”

Her brothers continued <dilating on the
beauties of birthdays, and she continued

making Inquiries about hers until the day
came.

Early that morning she raised herself up
in ker litile bed and asked anxiously:

“Mamma, kath my bl'thday comed?”

“Yes, dear,” replicd her mother.

The little one looked around the rcom ex-
pectantly.

“Well, where ith {t?" she asked.

It took her mother the entire day 1o ex-
Main to her satisfaction what a birthday
is, and even then she rather clung to the
idea that the doll she received as a present
was really a “bi'thday."

she

Training Bees an Letter Carrieras.
From the Westminstor Gazette,

An apiculturist has commenced training
bLees for letter carrying purpcses. After a
few preliminary trials, he says, he took a
hive of them to the house of a friend four
miles distant. After some days, when the
bees had become familiar with their new
surroundings, som= of them were liberated
in a room, where they soon settled on a
plate of honey which had been specially
prepared for them:. Wkile they were busy
eating it their trainer placed on their backs
the tiniest of dispatches, fastened with the
thinmnest of thread, and o arranged them
as to leave the head and wings absolutely
free. They x.ere then thrown into the air,
and scon arrived at their own home with
the letters on their backs. The writing was
magnified and quite legible, Here, then, ia
an opening fcr a new industry. In time of
war bees would have the advantage.over
pigeons of Invisibility, and might go through
the enemy's lines with impunity.

“Fralse be to the-Lord! I've got rid
of that counterfeit coin what's been a-
troublin® my consclence fer the last four
months."

(3ol durn his old hide! EIf Le ha
stovin' the gueer on me."”

L beey

“Say, ‘son, I'll give ye a nice, Liz silver
dellar for them two chickens."

swapped both
chicliens fer & whole big dollar"—Life.
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